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divined Foxley's intention and checking his horse suddenly,
had caused it to rear, so that the animal received the charge
full in the head, which was raised like a shield on the front
of the rider.
McGuffin was on his knee when Foxley rushed upon him
with clubbed musket, intending to beat out his brains. The
younger Shannavan knocked the weapon out of his hands
and brought Foxley to the ground with a blow from, the butt
end of his gun.
McGuffin leapt at Foxley as he fell, and a desperate
struggle ensued. Young Shannavan danced round, hoping
to deliver the coup de gr&ce^ but not daring to strike or fire
for fear of hitting his friend instead of the bushranger. The
two men wrestled for minutes, neither able to maintain
advantage over the other, until Foxley managed to clutch
McGuffin by the throat and hold him down. His success
was his undoing. As he knelt, striving to squeeze the life
out of the prone man, one of the policemen brought his
heavy sabre down upon his head with a blow that cleft his
skull. Foxley died without a groan, but such was the
tenacity of his grip upon McGuffin's throat that his right
hand had to be severed at the wrist and each finger forcibly
prised away.
Whilst this struggle was in progress, Smith had shot dead
the second policeman, and had been himself mortally sabred
by the other, the same man whose timely blow saved
MpGuffin's life. McCoy, who had slightly wounded the
elder Shannavan boy, was knocked down by the younger
one, and after a struggle was overpowered, disarmed and
secured.
McGuffin was some time recovering from the effects of
Foxley's death-grip, and when he rose he addressed the
bushranger's corpse*